IGARKA — POLAR    CAPITAL
asked: 'Where is the bath house, and how soon can I go
to bed, please?5
The man who clipped my ticket at the airport looked at
me with astonishment. 'What, you want to go to bed at
seven o'clock, citizen? That is a bit early for a grown-up
person, don't you think?5
'Seven o'clock?' I replied indignantly. cMy good man, your
clock must be four hours slow. It's eleven. Surely my watch
is right. Look at the sky. It's getting twilight already,
I have been up since five this morning. I have a right to
be tired.3
A sudden understanding lit his face. It took some explana-
tion to make me share it.
cDon't you know, we do not live local time in Igarka.
It's eleven o'clock. East Siberian time, all right. But
this town lives like Moscow.5
cWhy, that is crazy. It means a difference of four hours
between your clocks and the sun.5
'Never mind the sun, tovarich. If we took any notice of
him, we should not be living here at all. Or we should have
to sleep three months in the winter and keep awake three
months in the summer. We cannot accept all the moods
of the arctic. It's we who are the bosses. And, besides,
our workers want to listen to the Moscow broadcasts every
day. They would not tune in to the Children's Hour after
supper, or stay up until two in the morning to hear Operas
from the Bolshoi.3
So that was the law in Igarka! Men decided to live here
and they are bending Nature to their command. They
do not even abide by the mills of time.
Half an hour after my arrival it got very dark in the
wooden streets. Searchlights lit up the town. It was now
the end of August. The twenty-four-hour day of the Arctic
summer was getting shorter. It finished at half-past seven
(Igarka time, Moscow time, violated time). I went into the
Turkish bath, had dinner in the restaurant, and was then
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